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Scarlet Rose 
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Scarlet Rose 


Sometimes, Tobi thought as he followed the giggling girl into the rose garden, life Gets It Right. 
Like now. 


Summer festival season. Rushing about all over Europe, sweating your nuts off in a tour bus, cramped 
accommodation backstage and - if you were unlucky - a crowd that couldn't give a shit about you if the 


headliners played something significantly different to yourselves. Great when it worked, shitty when it didn't. 


But then - oh yeah, like tonight - somebody screwed up on the hotel bookings and you found yourself in a 
very nice place indeed. Far too nice for a bunch of scruffy rockstars. Five star and then some, full of 
grumbling elderly rich folk who stared at them and disapproved of their antics. Splendid rooms and plush 
surroundings, wonderful food and far, far too much fine wine. 


They felt like kids let loose in a candy store. 


"This is the life," Jens had grinned over dinner, Felix agreeing with him and ogling their waitress with hot, 
hungry eyes. 


It was indeed the life. The life he'd got into music for in the first place; fine hotels and beautiful women-- 


Because the place wasn't entirely filled with blowsy old matrons dripping with diamonds. Indeed, the slender 
figure he was pursuing through the elegantly groomed gardens was one of those exceptions, a well schooled 
and well spoken exception excited by her first brush with a gang of hairy rockstars. Indeed, there were enough 
of these classy exceptions to go round - Jens having sweet-talked a sleek brace of twins to his room within 
five minutes of encountering them - and he suspected that the rest of the band were probably giving the 
tour manager, the hotel staff (and more than one parent and/or guardian) fits by chasing their quarry all 
over the hotel, 


Who cared if it was all due to a cock up in the hotel bookings? 
Make the most of what life handed you, that was Tobi's motto. 


And with that in mind, he picked up the pace to follow the delectable piece of high-class ass deeper into the 


darkening garden. 


~ Ke 


"Impressive," he gasped, when the girl let him come up for air. High class or not, she kissed like a vacuum 


cleaner; he could only anticipate with a happy tingle how she'd suck cock. 

She giggled, the sound grating in his ears, and pouted at him. "Me? Or all this?" 
Tobi was many things, but slow on the uptake wasn't one of them. 

"You, of course." 


She laughed at him again, plastering herself to his body and dragging him into another of those intense, 
vacuum-cleaner kisses. She'd - somehow, he guessed it was one of those things you just did if you were used 
to privilege and money and servants and stuff - set up a very nice little tryst in the rose garden. He hadn't 
even known places still existed that were old fashioned enough to have a rose garden, but now that he was 


here.. he had to admit that it was very nice indeed, 


Lanterns hung from the trees, electric lights disguised to look like the gentler glows you might have seen in 
some bygone age; the moon still provided the bulk of the soft, cool light over the garden. Moths the size of 
sparrows (or so it seemed to city-boy Sammett) made their way through the heavy musk from the flowers, 
nodding on their well tended stems, colours washed out and silvered in the dim light. Roses clustered the beds, 
all shapes and sizes, from single petalled elegance to full and blowsy blooms, all of them filling the warm night 


air with their scent. 


The rose beds spiralled and twisted toward a central circle of well-trimmed lawn, the grass as thick and soft 
as the coat of an animal. Arbours surrounded it, wicker and silk creations nestled into the arching sprays of 


the heavily scented flowers and bedecked with a thousand twinkling lights. 
A blanket and some extra pillows glimmered from the depths of the largest such resting place; the champagne 
chilled in its bucket, the glasses waited on their tray, winking the light back at the pair kissing under the silver 


lambency of the moon. 


She broke from him and kicked off her shoes, taking his hand and dragging him into the centre of the dew-wet 


circle of grass. 

"Listen," she grinned, "you can hear the music--" 

Tobi cocked his head; sure enough, if you listened hard, the sound of a string quartet could be heard coming 
from the hotel ballroom. He supposed that they'd thrown the great double doors open to let the night air in, 
allow the elderly patrons get a whiff of the dark freshness surrounding him and the girl. He couldn't, for the 
moment, remember her name - but figured it would come back to him. Maybe. 


Anyway, wasn't taking advantage of nameless (shameless) young women what being a rockstar was all about? 


She grabbed him around the waist, pulled him to her, began to sway in time to the music. 


Dancing in the moonlight? OK, sure. Romantic and silly, but if it got her in the mood-- 


They whirled around the circle, her bare feet hardly seeming to touch the grass as she sighed and draped her 
shapely, satin covered body in Tobi's arms. Much to his surprise he remembered most of the moves; as a 
child he'd been made to learn how to dance ‘properly’ for family parties and the like. He didn't seem to be doing 
too badly at it so far; maybe if someone had told him it would help him get girls he would have paid more 


attention. 
Mind you, at the age he'd been at the time he probably would have said ‘Yuk! Girls! or something similar. 


Still, she was enjoying herself - if the way she was rubbing her trim body on him like a cat on heat was any 
indication. She pressed herself closer, her little black dress murmuring against him as she leaned in to whisper 


in his ear. 
"Want to try something a bit.different?" 


He draped her over his arm, swinging her round and up before pulling her into his chest and cocking an 


eyebrow at her. 
"Such as?" 


She pulled him down to meet her mouth, kissing him hard before ribbling her way round to his ear, running 
her tongue around the edge of it then delving inside, making him shudder with the delightful tickle of it. 
Nuzzling his neck, the feel of breath and lips and-- 


He cried out, jumping back and slapping a hand to the side of his neck 
"The fuck..? Ouch!" 


The girl pouted, sticking her full bottom lip out and frowning. "You were supposed to stand still! Silly boy. It 


won't feel nice unless you stand still" 
Nice? 


Tobi pulled his hand away from his neck and looked at it, tilting the palm to check if the wet stain on it was 
what he thought it was. Sure enough, not only was it exactly what he thought it was (his own blood, and 
rather more of it than he was happy about) but now he could feel a warm trickle making its way down across 
his shoulder, slowly saturating his shirt. He looked back up at her, stretching his hand out to show her the 


stain. 


"You fucking psycho! I'm bleeding! 


She licked her lips, watching his shirt soaking up the runnels of warmth that crept down from the wound in his 
neck. He froze; something about her mouth in the moonlight-- 


Taking his hand she licked his palm in long, rough strokes, cleaning every trace of the blood from him. Licking 
higher, she kissed his wrist, lapping at the skin like a cat before shooting him a very intense look through her 
lashes. He opened his mouth to say something, then snapped it shut again when he realised that he didn't have 
a single sensible thing he wanted to say. 


"Now stand still, there's a good boy," she told him, baring her fangs at him to flash in the soft light of the 


moon. 
That was when Tobi bolted. 


~ Ke 


They were a teenage wet dream come true, Jens thought happily. Long, smooth bodies, glossy falls of brunette 
hair, soft brown eyes, long legs and narrow waists and holy shit, the tits... 


Twins. As soon as they'd seen him in the stately gloom of the bar they'd fluttered close, exclaiming over his 
eyes and his hair and he was in a rock band? How fascinating! Perhaps he could play something for them, 
maybe in his room, later? 


Why wait? he'd said with a wicked grin, shooting them a look through lowered lashes. Worked every time; no 
woman could resist the little-boy-lost act. 


Not even a brace of well groomed, beautifully well spoken examples of wealth and privilege like these two, as it 


turned out... 


As a matter of fact, he suspected that they'd all got lucky tonight, Tobi had been engaged in sweet-talking 
some curvy little thing in a tiny black dress, Dirk making cow eyes at a leggy blonde - mind you, if he got that 
one Jens would be amazed - and Felix and Eggi were doing their usual goofy double-act in the hope that by 
making the girls laugh they might get lucky. And from what Jens had seen, leaving the bar with a sleek, 


sensual twin on each arm, it seemed to be working. For once. Wonders would never cease. 


Watching the pair stripping each other in a slow, sultry dance drove all thoughts of his colleagues out of his 
head, however. Jesus, but these rich girls looked good, it must be being able to afford the best of everything, 
he supposed as his dick began to try and force its way through his zip. The closest twin - he'd be damned if 
he could tell them apart, although their names were similar enough that he didn't think he needed to bother 


anyway - glanced over her shoulder at him, dusky rose lips pouting. 


"You're not going to get undressed?" 


He looped his hands behind his head and grinned. "You could undress me." 


The twins shared a glance and a giggle, and made their way over to the bed. Slinking onto it - still wearing 
their underwear and holy shit, but all that black lace against smooth olive skin was doing things to his libido 
he'd never thought possible - they rubbed against him, pausing to kiss him and each other while they helped 
him disrobe. Clothes flew, and before long he was lying on the bed as naked as the day he'd been born, being 
kissed and licked and teased and stroked and-- 


Long fingernails dragged over his balls, and he bucked his hips with a hiss. 


"You like?" pouted one. The other giggled, flashing what looked like awfully long teeth (but hey, nobody was 
perfect) before hiding behind her hand. 


Jens could only moan. 


They both dived for his cock at the same time, stretching their lips wide and fastening to his skin with a 
power that made him screech with a mix of pleasure and pain, Christ, but they could suck an orange through 


a straw, this pair! He was going to have bruises in the morning but dann, he was enjoying getting them. 


Eyes rolling back in his head he let them do as they wanted, jumping when he felt two sets of something sharp 
digging into his groin, before he could warn them about where they might be putting their overlong teeth, 
however, the pulling began. Suckling, slurping and moaning with enjoyment the pair worked on him, drowning him 
in the most intense pleasure he'd ever felt until he fell over the edge into smoky, dark oblivion. 


~ Ke 


He ran, scrambling through the flowerbeds, thorns snatching at the skin of his arms when he tried to shave 
distance off the corners. The garden hadn't seemed to be that big when the girl had led him into it, why were 
the spiralling paths now leading him such a dance? Walls of flowers blocked his escape, petals shedding in a 
fragrant blizzard when he crashed against their spiked branches in his attempt to flee. 


A tree loomed into his view, a grand oak hung with lanterns of blue, white, green. Skidding to a halt Tobi put 
both hands on his thighs, head down and panting. He remembered this place - once past the oak he would 
reach the gap in the encircling hedge that released him from the menacing tangle of roses. Their scent, so 
sweet and languid before, now weighed on his mind and made it hard to think Saccharine confusion, telling him 


how marvellous it would be to lie down in the grass and rest a while-- 
"Come on, Tobias. Its not so bad, really." 
He took off once more, not a single coherent thought in his head, just the urge to run from the monster she 


had become. Moths scattered before him, thorns grabbed and tore, petals flew as he crashed along the 
twisting spiral paths; he'd become the prey in this insane hunt through the fragrant darkness. 


One word rang through his mind, one word that - if you'd asked him a couple of hours ago - he would have 
laughed to hear spoken. A word he didn't believe in. Something from the pages of a book, or the flickering of a 
TV screen showing a cheesy late night horror flick. 


Vampire. 
Something to write a song about, not something to be running from-- 


He broke through a wall of thorns, racing across the circle of grass he'd been dancing in such a short time 
ago. Accelerating across the open space, breath sobbing in his throat, his foot slipped when he tried to change 
direction. He fell, rolling like a shot rabbit, ending up in a sore and aching heap on the edge of the circle. 


Rolling onto his back, Tobi gulped for air. 


Between rasping heaves he realised that he could still hear the music; something mournful and slow, the sound 
still melodious through the thickness of the night air. He had to get up. He had to get to his feet and find his 
way out, get back to the hotel so he could clean himself of the mix of sweat and grass and blood from the 
scratches that covered him-- 


"To-bras." 
Fuck. 


~ Ke 


Felix and Eggi ran up the stairs, accompanied by the giggling pair they'd been talking to in the bar. They'd 
watched Jens sweep out accompanied by the twins, Tobi stroll away on the arm of the little honey-blonde - 
looking awfully smug, bastard - and Dirk (against all expectations) charm the tall ice maiden who'd been smiling 
around the rim of her glass at him. 


Which had left them, propping the bar up and entertaining the charming ladies that ran by their sides now, 
light laughter drifting down the long sweep of the spiral staircase to alarm the grumpy old gentleman they'd 
hurried past in the lobby. 


"This is awfully exciting," the redhead had whispered in Felix's ear, her warm breath doing terrible things to 
him below the belt. Even better, the bar was now filling up with the older guests, eyeing the two young men 


and their admirers with barely controlled distaste. The perfect excuse to escape. 


"| don't think they approve," chuckled the tiny brunette, leaning on Eggi and staring up into his eyes with such 
wicked anticipation he swallowed hard and tried to think unsexy thoughts before his dick pounced on her right 
then and there. 


"Well, no," Felix had said. "They wouldn't. So what about we go somewhere a little more..private?" 


He'd wriggled his eyebrows at the girls, and with another gale of high pitched giggles (which would get annoying 
after a day or two, so good job they were leaving in the morning) the girls decided that Eggi's room would be 
the best one to retreat to. Apparently the rooms on that side of the hotel had much nicer balconies, and you 


could smell the rose garden from there. 
"We come here every year, you see," the redhead whispered. 
"And we're the first rock band you've ever met?" 


"OF course!" laughed the other with a flutter of painted eyelashes, and with that the four of them made their 


escape from the disapproving glares and deep, rumbling mutterings of judgmental antipathy. 


They certainly knew the layout of the hotel; Eggi had no sooner told them his room number than they were 
off, dragging the men down a maze of corridors that they barely remembered from their earlier, weary 
arrival. When they'd got in the place had been filled with early evening sunshine, breath of summer ghosting 
through the open windows; now all was dim, the lamps throwing just enough illumination to gleam from the rich 
tapestries and show that the paintings on the walls were all original oils, no bright modern prints here. Old 
fashioned, elegant, beautiful and way out of their league. 


Falling into Eggi's room with a giggle, sparkling green eyes drew Felix to the balcony without so much as a by- 
your-leave. She'd been right, you could indeed smell the roses form up here. Leaning on the wrought iron of 
the railing he admired the great sweep of the manicured, polished and perfect grounds that surrounded the 
beautiful old building. Great sprays of honeysuckle and ivy wound their way across the stonework, the sweet 
scent twining with the heavy musk of the roses and lulling him into an almost dreaming state; the flowers 
caressed his mind with their perfume, the heavy moon stroking his hair back from his face with cool silver 


fingers of light. 
"It's beautiful, isn't it?" she said from beside him, leaning her shoulder into his. 
"So are you," he replied gallantly, looking down with some affection on the fiery red curls beside him. 


Smiling, she turned him in her arms, pressed him back to sit in the wicker chair behind him. Kneeling between 
his legs she laughed at him, stroking his thighs with long-nailed hands. 


"Such a gentlemen - and I'd heard that you rockstars were anything but!" 


Her hands trailed to his crotch, and she raised an eyebrow when she encountered the outline of his erection. 
Felix looked rather sheepish, spreading his hands with a what-can-you-do? expression, she clucked her tongue 
at him, and with a movement feline in its smooth grace flowed into his lap, pressing herself against his chest 


and nibbling at his neck He relaxed, spreading his thighs to get more pressure against his aching cock; glancing 


over her shoulder through the tall French windows he could see Eggi, sprawled on the bed with the brunette 
busy between his thighs. 


Turning his attention back to the lap full of warm, willing woman he was startled to hear his friend yelp, and 
flicked his glance back to the room. Eggi had folded up around her head, twisting for a second before falling 
back across the sheets in a boneless heap, his moan fading to silence. 

"Never mind that," his green-eyed temptress whispered, lapping at the skin under his ear and making him 
whine. Arching his neck he gripped her hips tight, pulling her against himself, grinding his crotch up against her, 
close to begging with the wicked things she was doing to his neck. 


And when she sank her teeth into him, he was so far gone all he could do was sigh for the joy that drew him 
into its sultry embrace, letting himself fade to be one with the night and the scent of the flowers. 


~ Ke 


Tobi sat up, looking around. 
He couldn't see her. 
Maybe she'd gone? 


Long fingers sliding around his throat from behind disabused him of that notion He froze, eyes wide; the 
redolence of roses still swum around his head, making him dizzy with its weight. But under it-- 


Something dead. Something rank. A cold tingle of air, carrying with it the sense of heaps of the dead, rotting 


alone in the dark somewhere. 

She swung herself into his lap, twining her arms around his neck and watching him with eyes that gleamed like 
those of a cat, predatory and cold. The smell came from her, and when she nuzzled her face into his he 
gagged, leaning away; her arms tightened around his back, pinning him to her body and refusing to let go. 
"Vampire," he gasped, when she sat back with a smug little smile. 

"Of course," she said, that harsh little laugh rattling around his head once more. Her hair, so smooth and 
beautiful earlier, now hung in rank rat's tails along her shoulders, her face was sharp and bony, and a dreadful 


hunger pinched her cheeks and prowled behind her eyes. 


"Are you going to kill me?" he asked, feeling like a small child again. Only this time the monster under the bed 
was real, and all the grownups had gone away. 


She laughed, and the stench of the tomb overwhelmed - just for a moment - the coiling twist of the roses, 


knocking him back to the grass. He stared up at the stars, and wished that he believed in happy endings. 
"Oh, Tobias.. so melodramatic. Why don't you just lie back and enjoy it?" 


"Get off me," he said, trying to wriggle out of her grasp. She sighed, and lifted her hand in front of his face; 

the perfect manicure of earlier had changed, the nails now nothing more than ragged, hooky claws, dark with 

filth. He tried to wriggle again, yelling when she brought the claws down into his shoulder, tearing the skin and 
splitting it open to allow the blood to pour forth. 


And she was strong, he realised. She pinned him to the ground, lapping at the flowing blood with every 
indication of enjoyment; it was torture, but somewhere beneath the pain there was warmth. Warmth and a 
feeling that spread throughout his veins like honey, thick and sweet and slow with pleasure. She laughed into 
his flesh, lifting her face - muzzled with his blood - and wrinkling her nose into a smile. 


"You feel it now?" she asked, and at his sigh buried her face in him once more. 


Silver light filled his eyes, tears swimming and sparkling from the sharp lance in his neck. Pleasure sharper 
than a blade, liquid fire running through his veins, forcing his back into an arch and his voice to groan into her 
shoulder. Hot, the pull on his throat taking his mind to every joy that had ever flitted through or across his 


body or his thoughts. Screaming crowds, moaning women, laughter and love and-- 
The scent of roses followed him down into the dark. 


~ Ke 


He was amazed. Usually, women like this never looked twice at him - but this one? She had him flat on his 
back and purring, stroking long cool fingers across his forehead and telling him that his looks, although unusual, 
were certainly not unattractive. Not a cut-your-hair or a single whisper of slaphead, and she was tall and 


beautiful and had plied him with champagne and now-- 


She kissed her way down his chest, scraping around his nipple with teeth that felt rather sharper than he 
thought they should. Yelping, he tried to sit up; to his surprise, the willowy figure of the woman that he would 
have thought he could break if he even looked at her too hard pinned him to the bed with ease. Eyes wide, he 


wriggled in a feeble attempt to escape - but she was having none of it. 


"Its sweeter closer the heart," she told him, looking up into his eyes and smiling, showing all her teeth in a 


creamy expression of pleasure. 


Cold sweat broke out across his skin The deep blue eyes still sparkled at him, the pale wheaten gold of her 
hair framing her heart shaped face - none of that had changed - but when had she put the fake fangs in? 


She hadn't, he realised when she lowered her mouth to his skin and began to scratch at him with them. They 


were real. Which meant-- 
"Relax, Dirk," she said. And with a wink she bit into his chest, right over the nipple. 


Pleasure followed pain so fast he didn't even have time to yell, only able to suck in enough breath to moan 


before the sensations swirled him away into the long fall into an endless, silent night. 

~ Kew 
The six women met in the vault as the sun began to creep toward the horizon, another beautiful day in 
prospect. Raising glasses filled with a thick, dark liquid they clinked and drank, draining them in one long draught 
before licking the residue from their lips with a series of smiles. 
"To Edguy," sighed the short one with the rumpled black dress, honey gold hair disheveled. "Tobias!" 
She threw her glass at the cold, silent fireplace, the high sound of its shattering echoing around the dusty old 
vault for a moment, the remnants of Tobi's blood joining that of so many others in the heaped piles of broken 


glass. 


"Jens!" chorused the twins, dark eyes hooded and heavy. Their glass bounced from the back of the fireplace, 
spreading Jens’ blood to mingle with Tobi's. 


"Dirk," murmured the tall blonde with a sigh, pitching her glass hard enough to almost vaporise it when it 


connected with the stone. 

The redhead and the brunette joined hands. "Felix!" 

"Eggi! 

They threw their glasses together, spraying the last of the blood to mingle and join with the countless others 
that they had token over the years. The six moved to hug each other, laughing and chattering about where 


they would be going next, and hadn't this year been fun? 


"Who did we have last year?" asked the blonde, tapping her temple with one long forefinger. The twins laughed, 


making their way over to identical carved oak boxes waiting on trestles just out of the circle of dim light. 
"Gamma Ray, wasn't it?" 


"Ah yes. Next year?" and the blonde watched her friends climbing into their coffins, brushing their hair out 
and preparing to sleep the day away, "I am not having the balding one. Whatever he plays. Is that clear?" 


Laughter, the cheerful sound out of place in the wicked depths under the castle, so recently converted to 


service paying guests from around the world - and once a year, a group of musicians from the nearby 
festival. Which was an awful lot older than most of the participants and attendees could ever imagine; from 
quiet celebration to modern rock festival, however, the purpose was unchanged. 

‘Same time next year?" 

"Wouldn't miss it for the world" 

"Wouldn't miss it if | was staked! 

With laughter and catcalls the six made themselves comfortable, pulling their lids down as the first rays of 
sunlight broke across the misty gardens, fingers of brightness finding their way down into the vault, once a 
dungeon where the screams of prisoners still seemed to linger. A single sparkle gleamed from a shard of 


broken glass, turning the droplet clinging to it into a fine, glossy ruby. 


And then the sun moved on, and silence fell back over the vault that smelled of nothing but age, dust - and 
just a tiny hint of blood. 


~ Kew 
Opening his eyes and squinting against the obscene brightness, Tobi swore under his breath in as many 
languages as he could remember. How had he wound up out here? 

Wherever here was, of course. 


He pushed himself to his elbows, staring around himself in some confusion He'd come out here last night with 


a girl and-- 

An empty champagne bottle. Two used glasses. A discarded, high heeled shoe. 

Something else nagged at the back of his mind, something to do with being chased and... 

Nah. 

A scraping sound interrupted his musings, and he looked up to find himself being glared at by an elderly man, 
holding a rake and not looking amused at all to find a hungover frontman sprawled on his neat green lawn. Tobi 
tried for his most charming smile, but from the feel of his face all he achieved was a grimace. 


"Which way..?" 


The gardener pointed, stony face not so much as flickering. 


"Danke," he muttered, hauling himself to hands and knees with a groan. Shit. He hoped she'd been worth all the 


aches and pains and - scratches? All across his arms, hands, chest. Long scores. Sore ones. 

He glared at the rose bushes as he wobbled back to the hotel. Warmed by the dawn, the flowers turned their 
most innocent faces to him, trying to beguile him with their scent; he ignored it, spotting the vicious thorns 
that lurked beneath the soft petals. Felt like he'd been running through them all night, and had the war wounds 


to prove it - and speaking of wounds, why was his shirt all sticky down one shoulder? 


Deciding he'd figure it out later, he shaded his eyes with one hand, tangled the other in his hair to hold his 
head on, and staggered off back to his room. 


Damn, but he hoped she'd been worth it. 


~ Ke 


Pounding woke Jens, and he crawled out of bed with a curse. Damn, but his head... 

He hadn't had that much to drink last night, had he? 

The door vibrated under the fists of whoever was trying to get his attention, setting up a sympathetic 
vibration in his skull that made him want to faint. Jesus fucking shit, but the twins had shagged him half to 
death-- 

Hadn't they? 

He yanked the door open, finding a wild-eyed and very worried Tobi on the threshold. A wild-eyed and worried 
Tobi who looked as though he'd been in a serious fight, scratched and bruised, blood staining one shoulder of 
his filthy tee shirt. Growling, he turned away and flopped back down on the bed, ignoring his friend and drifting 
back into a light, uneasy doze. Whatever Tobi had stuck up his ass could wait - he was exhausted, and he 
needed his sleep. 

From which Tobi woke him with a rough shake. 

"Jens. Jens! Wake up! Jens!" 

He rolled over, his eyes still closed, ignoring the fact that he was naked. 

"Go away, Tobi." 


"Jens. Where did you get those..bruises?" 


"What bruises?" 


Tobi poked his thigh, prompting Jens to grumble and try to crawl away from the prodding fingers. "Dirty 
bastard, get off! And that hurts--" 


"Who hurt you, Jens?" 


Figuring that the noisy little shit wasn’t going to give up until he paid attention, Jens sat up and looked down at 
his groin Sure enough, two huge bruises blossomed between his thighs, and in the centre of them... 


"Fucking hell 


Tobi flopped down on the bed, wriggling out of his shirt and throwing it across the room. "What happened to 
you last night?" 


Jens, still staring in absolute astonishment at the two pairs of deep, gory holes, ringed with a crust of dried 
blood - one set at the base of his cock, one set beside his balls - took a moment before he answered. And 
that was when he realised that he couldn't remember, beyond bringing two stunning girls up here to his room. 


And then they'd, they'd, they..had... 


‘Ive already checked the others," Tobi said, his voice thin, "Felix has a hickey like you've never seen. Dirk's 
ripple looks like its been chewed half off. Eggi can't walk, for fuck's sake. You've got these and me.." he 
gestured at his shoulder, which Jens - still logy with sleep and not sure that he wasn't still dreaming - stared 
at silently for a moment before flopping back on the bed next to Tobi, both of them staring at the sculptured 
ceiling rose as though it might drop them a hint as to what had happened to them all the night before. 


They were still fast asleep like that when their tour manager found them, having obtained an extra key from 
reception when neither responded to knocks, shouting, swearing or repeated calls on the phone. And by the time 
all five had been rounded up with their luggage, staggering through reception like soldiers fresh off the 
battlefield (Tobi's arm in a sling, the deep slashes to his shoulder and neck being serious enough to warrant a 


stop at the nearest hospital) he was ready to tear his hair out. 


Jens, leaning on the reception desk while they checked out and looking like a particularly unlovely specimen of 


death warmed over, caught the manager's arm as he turned to leave. 
"If they ever ask us to do this festival again?" 

"Yes?" 

"Say no," he groaned, and staggered out to the waiting bus. 


~Fin~ 


